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Which, all those wretches I describe, betrays.
Your sex's glory, 'tis, to shine unknown^
Of all applause, be fondest of your own.
Beware the fever of the mindl that thirst
With which the age is eminently curst.                    570
To drink of pleasure but inflames desire,
And abstinence alone can quench the fire,
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb,
Give peace in hand, and promise bliss to come.